EPILOGUE

the beechwoods, and hill and valley over the hedges.
But already, going down the long steep hill into Great
Missenden, I realized that there were more motors on
the road than there used to be, and, at the bottom,
another modern complication set in. There was a road
leading back sharply southwards; there was a single-line
stream of heavy lorries coming towards us; workmen
were laying drains behind lines of ropes; and there was
a cumbersome "Stop-Go" board which a man periodic-
ally tilted round.

He tried to turn home. With two gyrations I got him
back, and addressed him to the green "Go." Just as we
were entering the narrow defile the red "Stop" came
round, and the great vans clanking through, and I had
to haul him round. I wouldn't let him go forward and
I wouldn't let him go back: reined up he mused, "What
kind of undecided idiot am I carrying?" I couldn't
explain to him about County Councils and one-way
traffic; I simply had to appear a lunatic to him, and
call him an ass until, at last, after several repetitions of
the pantomime (for lorries don't wait), time, place and
loved one all came together and I got him through into
the street. At the far end, up the hill, I turned left on
the Hampden and Risborough road. It was a beautiful
ride. All those miles there is scarcely a cottage; nothing
more than an occasional farmhouse or two, the steep
undulations of the Chilterns, and sometimes deep woods
on both sides. With a loose rein I went on, dreaming.

Late in the afternoon, on the high hill above Whyte-
leafe, I turned him through a gap of the ragged hedges
and stopped for five minutes above one of the noblest
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